ADOLESCENCE

The Ambassador of the Workers stirred his tea
earnestly through an uncomfortable pause.

"I'd best tell 'em something of how things are in
Lancashire, what with the new machines and all
that," he speculated at last with red reflections in his
thoughtful eyes.

We had an inexcusable dread that perhaps he would
make a mess of the meeting.

But when he was no longer in the unaccustomed
meshes of refined conversation, but speaking with an
audience before him, he became a different man. He
declared he would explain to us just exactly what
socialism was, and went on at once to an impassioned
contrast of social conditions. "You young men," he
said, "come from homes of luxury; every need you
feel is supplied------"

We sat and stood and sprawled about him, occupy-
ing every inch of Redmayne's floor space except the
hearthrug-platform, and we listened to him and
thought him over. He was the voice of wrongs that
made us indignant and eager. We forgot for a time
that he had been shy and seemed not a little incom-
petent, his provincial accent became a beauty of his
earnest speech, we were carried away by his indigna-
tions. We looked with shining eyes at one another and
at the various dons who had dropped in and were
striving to maintain a front of judicious severity. We
felt more and more that social injustice must cease,
and cease forthwith. We felt we could not sleep upon
it. At the end we clapped and murmured our ap-
plause and wanted badly to cheer.

Then like a lancet stuck into a bladder came the
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